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John Nerber

The Fable of the Rose
Everyone had gone by the time my mother
collapsed, but the rooms were filled still with
the undertow of their presence. The house was
sombre and funereal in the gloom of suddenly
pulled shades in mid-afternoon, iand everyone
moved on cat's feet, careful not to attract, at first,
my mother's attention.
The doctor, hastily summoned by my father,
was not prepared to give his professional opinion
of the case, and he left as hurriedly as he had
come, leaving a handful of pellets to relieve pain.
He left with the promise that he would return in
an hour and a half; I let him out of the house,
and his face was serious. More so, in fact, than
when my sister Diane had died in great pain and
had suffered from a malady so rare that he pro
fessed it unknown to medical science.
My mother lay as she had subsided, on a chaise
lounge, clad still in the diaphanous ballet costume
in which she had danced, floating endlessly
through the rooms to the appreciative applause of
our assembled guests. She bowed gracefully, her
loosened hair flowing about her beautiful face.
She indulged these friends with an exhibition
of such grace and delicacy, a performance, I may
Say> of such rich symbolic meaning, so sensitively
portrayed in the artistic use of her limbs and facial
expressions, that, again, she might have been
a y°ung girl in her first important audition, and a
few of her older and dearer friends covered their
faces with their hands to shield their emotion.
When she had finished and the applause had
®fed away, she excused herself and begged their
diligence if she seemed rude, or unkind in dis
missing them. In a sense, this was strange conduct
0r my mother since it was the anniversary of her
retirement from the ballet world, and she was one
MARCH, 1941

of the most considerate and generous persons I
know.
I noticed then, that she was breathing with dif
ficulty, and that her face was bathed in perspira
tion; that about her eyes were lines not before
perceptible. But it was unusually warm, and the
exertion had been unusual for her in these later
years.
The four of us stood arranged about her; my
father holding her hand, my grandmother stand
ing erect and calm beside the chaise lounge, the
maid beside me on the other side. A horrible
change had begun to come over her. Her face
was falling away—the lips writhing as they reced
ed; the flesh of the nose almost entirely gone.
Some inner compulsion, something alive, mali
gnant, within her, greater than herself, was absorb
ing the flesh of her body; the body whose fame
and legend was alive and breeding, even then, as
she lay wasting away.
The face was nearly gone; the bones revealed
themselves wantonly, whiter than the costume
she wore, the dress collapsing as she collapsed, as
if in sympathy with her ailment.
We stood in silence waiting for the doctor who
did not come; the maid weeping, and my grand
mother cuffing her occasionally to quiet her. As
I think of it now, it seems a strange spectacle for
my mother was her daughter, yet she was dry eyed
and alert, as if she were attuned to a more subtle
and gratifying level of experience than this, un
folding beneath her eyes.
My father held her hand; held, it is true, a
bony rack, tied in its unity by drying shrinking ten
dons and cords that sometimes snapped, as if the
agony were in the bones that could bend and warp
no more.
Only her eyes remained fresh and constant;
3
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perhaps more brilliant, more eloquent, for my
father kneeling at her side and, by chance, viewing
the havoc of her face for the first time, began to
cry aloud, and beat the toes of his shoes upon the
floor.
"O Elise," he cried, and my mother, disengag
ing her hand from his, stroked his head, the bones
rustling dryly over his hair. The maid beside me
shuddered and moaned like a negress, and my
grandmother was again obliged to lean across the
chaise founge and slap her, the spat of the blow
echoing in the room. My mother lifted her hand
in remonstrance. She spoke. Her teeth parted
and a current of air rushed across my father's
head; somewhere in the depths of the room, a
handful of syllables resolved, foreign and cold in
the hot room. My mother laughed at the sound
of her voice, the cold current sped from its cave,
and the maid ran screaming out of the room.
In the lower depths of the house a door slam
med as the maid in her terror forgot herself. My
mother looked at my father and smiled, if a re
laxation of the lower jaw may be said to corre
spond. Perhaps it was she who sighed. But my
grandmother with a gesture of impatience ran to
close the upper sitting room door. Her cheeks were
feverish, her eyes sparkled. "Heavens," she said
looking at my mother, "I doubt if the girl will
ever learn. Yesterday, she left the front door
open, and a dog from the street came into the
vestibule." My mother followed her with her
eyes, from which the lids had withered away. "It
was Wednesday," she said faintly, and again there
was the strange resolution of syllables in the room.
My grandmother nodded. My father through this
little encounter had not moved, he sobbed quietly
to himself. I, under my grandmother's spell, was
lost in the contemplation of the marvel occuring
before us; like her, I was impatient of any inter
ruption which might cause us to miss any part of
this fascinating transmogrification.
My mother had, in the meantime, during the
deflection of the maid, continued to waste steadily
away. Now, the form was gone; the skin and the
flesh itself, the bowels, even the tendons had near
ly disappeared. Only the eyes remained; two orbs,
white and perfect in their spherical contours, rest4

ing easily, suspended in their sockets, the blue iris
startling against the chalky bone. I was interest
ed, at one point, when my mother in a sudden
spasm, for which she begged our forgiveness, con
tracted her leg, projecting her knee into the air;
the grey satin of the chaise lounge showed no
trace, either of moisture or matter. How beauti
fully she had contrived it all! Lovely and pure,
no particle of obscenity, no element of vulgarity
was involved in the mystic rite. Tme, the ballet
costume offered an incongruous note, which my
mother apparently realized since she requested
my grandmother to remove it. My father at this
raised his head, and after gazing at me, was about
to remonstrate when my mother laid the tips of
her finger bones upon his lips. He shuddered, and
made to draw away before he caught himself. It
was obvious then, that my mother's subtle gesture
told him, more plainly than words, that her un
veiling would not be shameful, for sex had disap
peared with the cushions of flesh.
My father had not understood what was actu
ally happening, that was not made clear to him
until my mother's dismissal of sex revealed how
little she held it in exchange for that which she
sought. I was sorry that death should reveal itself,
first, to my father in the cessation of sex. Perhaps
he had understood, but I think not; he was terri
fied, upset by the sudden occurence, responding
to the emotion of the moment, rather than apply
ing himself to the implications of my mother's act.
My father could scarcely contain himself; his
movements were those of a creature goaded be
yond the legal limits of endurance. He paced rapi
dly up and down the room never glancing towards
my mother, as though what he might see there
was of no consequence. Upon his face was such
an anguishment and misery that I was really con
cerned; his face drew itself into the most frighten
ing contortions, the lips working, the eyes darting
wildly about. My grandmother was visibly anno)ed although she concealed it on the whole; m>
father was neither a servant nor a boy, and had as
well some right to the expression of his feelingMy grandmother, diverted by the exhibit before
her, did not wish a conference, with my father
merely at the expense of his energy.
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My mother, however, was concerned; her jaw
trembled, her eyes followed my father's frenzied
pacing. She seemed powerless to move her head,
for which I was thankful since her state was such
that any quick movement was likely to propel her
skull to the floor. A circumstance which I confess
might have unnerved me, impressed as I was by my
father's attitude. I think my grandmother shared
my anxiety. At any rate, it was unnecessary, for
my father, suddenly rushing to my mother's side,
laid his hand violently upon her, jostling her
roughly as he bent towards her. My father was
beside himself; neither my grandmother nor my
self, could see but a portion of my mother as he
peered into her face, searching her eyes with his
own. But we both heard in the room the familiar
syllables form painfully as she cried, "Don't,
Charles, you are hurting me."
My grandmother and I stepped forward. My
father rushed to the other end of the room and
flung himself into a chair overlooking the back
lawns. I think even my grandmother was touched
by the sincerity of his feeling.
My mother seemed unmoved. She had fixed
her eyes upon a french clock over the mantel, re
presenting a circular temple of love about which
twelve shepherdesses revolved and so told time.
My eyes involuntarily followed hers, when I heard
below the peal of the doorbell. The french
shepherdnesses had scarcely moved before the doc
tor burst into the room followed by the maid bear
ing a basin of water.
The doctor's movements attracted my attention,
although my grandmother did not shift her gaze
at all from my mother's skull. My father did not
stir. The maid quickly left the room when after
waiting behind the doctor no one thought to speak
to her.
The doctor was no longer clad in the profes
sional black in which he had earlier made his ap
pearance. He had clothed himself in a suit of a
°ud plaid green with which he wore a starched
shirt front embraced with diamond studs.
His
ugly face, now serious, had taken on a saturnine
1 which, I realized with disapproval, was further
^chanced by a skillful use of cosmetics. My in
terest was thoroughly aroused as he made his
preparations. Opening his little black bag, he
MARCH, 1941

removed rapidly a sooty black kettle, a tripodic
support and various relics of plant and animal life.
Lastly, he took a spirit burner from the depths of
the bag, and, assembling the objects in an orderly
fashion, lit the spirit lamp beneath the kettle.
From the piles of refuse about him he selected
certain things which he threw into the kettle of
water. He began, then, some incantation of which
I heard but mumbled phrases and words: boil
kettle boil — poisoned entrails throw — tongue
of dog — adder's fork — hell broth boil —I
dragon nose of Turk and Tartar's lips — finger of
birth-strangled babe ....
He said this rapidly in a specie of patter which
was difficult to understand.
My mother, meanwhile, had not removed her
eyes from the french shepherdesses revolving upon
their track. My grandmother, breathing quickly,
leaned over the back of the chaise lounge in the
heat of her passion. I could not help, despite my
self, but think of a serpent fascinating a small
bird. My father did not stir in his chair; he seem
ed completely oblivious to the little drama enact
ing itself in the sitting room. I, myself, did not
stir.
The doctor, having induced his pot to boil, had
arisen; he stood, too, watching the march of the
shepherdesses about the white columns of the
temple. As a shepherdess in a blue skirt and white
bodice approached the opened door of the inner
temple, a shepherd lad rushed out to kiss her and
a white dove dropped from the roof to hover over
their heads. A chime sounded and, as the lovers
sprang apart, the doctor turned briskly to my
mother. Her eyes oscillated blankly as she strove
to focus upon his face. Her flesh had completely
gone; nothing was left but milky bone and the
beautiful eyes. My grandmother stood erect, an
inscrutable smile upon her face, her eyes veiled,
filmed as it were, with some memory, some ecstatic
experience far removed from this re-enactment of
a cyclic desire.
The doctor reached his hand gently into the
rib cavity of my mother; he seemed searching for
something. Fumbling about, he succeeded in
scratching a finger nail across a rib. My father
moved abruptly in his chair. Presently the doctor
(Continued on page 25)
5

Robie Macauley

The Woman From Detroit
The plot of Dr. F. L. Santee's new play, The
Woman from Detroit can hardly be called original
without some exaggeration. It has been going for
some twenty-two hundred years with a hardy re
sistance to time and translators.
Originally, perhaps, the story was Menander's.
Menander was a Greek writer of "new comedy" of
the third century before Christ. A clever Roman
slave named Publius Terentius Afer took over the
plot and changed Menander's title from The Girl
From Samos to the Andria or The Andrian Wo
man and did a considerable amount of adapting.
His version turned out to be expert, witty, polish
ed, famous in literature, and a flop in Rome. An
American poetaster, Thornton Wilder wrote a
modern version in a novel called The Woman of
Andros, which turned out to be bad, sentimental,
inept, and a great success in the United States.
And now finally, Dr. Frederick Santee of the
Classics Department of Kenyon College has turn
ed Terence's classic slang into good American and
Terence's Andria into The Woman From Detroit
for a Spring presentation by the Hill Players of
Kenyon College.
It is quite right to say that Dr. Santee belongs
with Euripides, Plautus, Goethe, Jonson, and
Shakespeare. Like these other literary magpies,
he has furnished an old plot with native characters
and setting. It is an old trick, but a hard one and
it is to Dr. Santee's credit that Simo is more than
a naturalized American, speaking, in fact, with
hardly a trace of accent.
The story is laid in Mt. Vernon, Ohio. A
fancy woman from Detroit has moved in and a
son of Mr. Mortimer Smith, President of the Shellfire Corporation has fallen in love not with her
but with her younger sister, a girl named Nora,
whom you may have noticed now and then at Joe
Pilotti's. Mr. Smith wants his son to marry the
daughter of another prominent local industrialist,
Mr. Robertson Phillips. Harry is Mr. Smith's
6

employee, a clever young man who tries to help
Jonathan Smith out as much as he can and only
mixes things worse. Jonathan almost does and
almost doesn't for five acts while all of the other
characters are busy double-crossing or eavesdrop
ping on each other. The heroine has a baby prac
tically onstage and there is a disappointed suitor
to Miss Phillips hanging around cursing his luck
and the hero to the fullest extent allowed by the
proprieties of the Ohio stage. At last, a Jew nam
ed Mr. Epstein, a clever transformation of Ter
ence's Crito, appears and the whole thing is over
in a puff of revelation and thanksgiving.
The characters are typed, the plot is stagey,
and the Deus clanks and rattles in the last act, yet
it manages to be a good play in spite of all these
things and the Romans might have seen it if they
hadn't been so busy keeping the Gauls in line and
watching the gladiators.
This is true because the play is still essentially
Terence's. Dr. Santee has merely tried to change
it to show the comedy again in a way quite char
acteristic of the original and he has done it well.
It is no quarrel with Dr. Santee to say then
that the play is not yet a modern one, still a little
unreal and curious. Americans do not have many
troubles or many comic ones in the affiancing of
their sons and daughters. It is a play on a social
situation that no longer seems of much dramatic
importance. Even at that, however, it is not un
imaginable for something of the sort to happen to
an aristocratic young man from Mount Vernon.
If there is such a thing as "pure"' comedy, this
play represents it. Any translator must under
stand that before he begins. This is in no way a
comedy of morals and manners like those of Aris*
tophanes, Moliere, or the Russian Moliere, Nicolai
Gogol. Their emphasis is always satiric, a preS"
sure on human fault, with wit always present in
the lines. The "pure" comedy of Terence an
(Continued on page 23)
HIKA {»'

George Hemphill

Nexus, Pt
It was the kind of room a young man makes for
himself just after he has collected his tastes. At
this time Hugh's boyhood was farthest from him;
he had discarded its outward traces and had hardly
returned to it in recognition. On his desk at one
end of the room were perhaps a dozen books he
had recently come to consider essential; they took
the place of others now in the closet. Inside the
desk were miscellaneous pieces of paper with
words on them illegible, sacred and profane.
Above was a picture of Goethe in his slippers look
ing out a window onto an 18th century prospect.
This necktie will match, for Margie. And once
she said she never noticed ties, "things like that."
Delve into it. I incline to underestimate her. She
also must notice many more things than she can ex
press. —There might be a certain level we reach.
After, we must look outside. But don't forget what
was before. We are best together now, I think.
We had a long childhood.
All the PTApsychologists might like to see it
otherwise: did even we in suburbiana speak poetry
the way they say children do?
Little Lamb, who made thee?
Oh there were her sweet little playmates: you
"tight have thought they were nasty little groups,
but no-one outside knew them. Pigtails cliques
then & now the pigtails are gone. We naturally
were dirtier; my hands always smelled of clay.
And when I was a choirboy she went around with
pale lips.
The feet of them that sleep
And bring good news of peace. . .
She is getting ready now and putting saddleshoes
"n those then-neglected feet. That was a separate
ife for us. She had to be learning how to play
the piano. Every day, was an old-man's Spring,
with the children always rollerskating after four-
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And when tops all hum from the string
Then you'll know it's truly Spring.
See the difference! I have shaved so clean and
she will lipstick her mouth so carefully! My life
a wonderful unity of neonsigns. It is this—an
intellectual thing—between those springs and this
fall: When it was five-o'clock on that shadypleasant street. —the trees were much too high
for my arrogance, we the center walking
I—
Didn't know what time it was
Then—
I met you
What a beautiful thought, my critical apparatus
wasn't where ?
I'M LEAVING NOW. All's I have to do is wait
and then shut the door and be gone.
"Don't be late," his mother called.
NO, NOT TOO LATE. Not too late. Margie,
please send me home early.
Margie sat crosswise on a fat easychair with her
skirt secured tightly at the knees by their pressure
over one arm of the chair. Her hands held an
anthology of poetry; she read slowly and much in
earnest. Only after about ten minutes had she be
gun to doubt that her diligence alone could extir
pate all the beauty she trusted was in the book.
She stirred herself, closing the book and laying it
on the floor face up. Her face took on again
its usual smile, which the book for a time had ob
scured. She stretched herself comfortably, and her
face grew happy but with restraint. She rose and
with the walk of one modestly conscious of her
beauty left to get dressed.
This is doubtless the world. Don't forget that
it's not just an idea, that it's never in print.
7

—With this reality all the time, Margie, we could
keep walking for years, happily between rich
houses, and figuring when we would be able to
live in places as nice.
To approach, a certain transition: Then Here.
And is there any other door in the world that
makes a noise like that? (Tread seriously.) But
how can poor Margie dominate this hallway?
(Ring the bell.) Don't the mailmen come in here
chewing tobacco? The businessmen hurrying to
their steaks, utter likewise an odor.
—But the bell rung; the bell must be answered.
She'll see me. Sure I'll smile Margie.
(Running energy fast, there goes the blood to
the head.)
hugh, she smiled.
This is just what you wanted wasn't it ? Don't
go saying now that the familiarity oppresses. . . .
But those pale prints will always be there, the
bestsellers with the jackets on too. That mirror
simply has to be circular. Still I couldn't go away,
come back in a dull rapture: "My love, it is I!"
ARE YOU READY MARGIE?

just a minute, she smiled.
Tread a trifle selfconsciously here. Her father
might come in: "How about a cigar, young
man." . . .
Would it be possible to know a girl where
there wasn't any National Geographic or the like?
Some, of course, read it for the colored pic
tures. . . . The old issue has Herr Beebe. with
his green fish, and his blue fish. . . .
MARGIE/ (Now is the time, Barrymore, to
walk irately. Show Shakespeare you are really
playing the part.)
i'm ready, hugh.
Her appearance gee. A LAST BIT OF PEACHBLOOM?

yes but look at you. your shoes aren't tied.
LISTEN MARGIE, LET'S NOT GET METAPHYSICAL.
YOU WOULDN'T WANT ME TO TIE MY SHOES WHILE
MY MIND REMAINED ALL UNTIED WOULD YOU?

Henry.
hugh! how do i know what ever made you say
that ? it's funny but you just walked in.
8

UH. IT'S JUST AS IF I SHOULD COME OVER TO
TAKE YOU TO A MOVIE—AND TRY TO KISS YOU
RIGHT AWAY.

you gotta do some dancin to get IN the mood!
We're laughing. This is a moment.
(goodbye daddy be good.)
Go ahead. It's time to open the door. This
world will be gone and we won't remember it.
until she turns on the light over there by the sofa
when we are back.
Look at her smile by. On skis. There's an
intelligent stationary quality about the small of
her back when she walks. It distinguishes her.
hugh, across the street, look, it's not a bad
show, that's what you wanted to do wasn't it?
SURE. What the hell. A dollar minus eightyeight.
In the year 1939 the American suburb had a unique
existence in the world: it took from the outside
precisely what it wanted for its comfort. Sub
urbanites made their living in the cities, they listen
ed to national radio-hookups, they read the urban
newspapers, the occasionally enjoyed the enter
tainment the cities offered: they went to the
movies; in many material things they depended on
the rest of the world, but in spirit they were selfsufficient. Suburban children returned in the fall
to the same old primers, their older brothers still
prided themselves over their neighboring rivals
on their superior football-playing, and their fathers
were still predominantly wistful for the 1920 s.
The streets were brightly lighted with neon;
the electric marquees and the cocacola signs still
flourished as if the world woke up every morning
the same. The sidewalks were impressed with
sentimental dates like 1926, 1911, and 1932.
In this comfortable world which seemed to be
waiting for something to happen, Hugh was wait
ing to be used. He would have been impossible
at many other epochs, and where he was he felt
nearly always tremendously stimulated by the pos
sibilities his time offered: He wanted to express
what he was seeing; he wanted people to know
where they were; he wanted to wake them up,
(Continued on page 24)
HIKA fo'

Two Poets
Orestes
Father me friendless in the lonesome hovel,
Hearing the four winds wolving, prowl
In tunnels under the eaves, in beds in the attic;
Fitting me into some darker crime
With the grecian glass, so intricately bound
Into the boxed and volumed memory.
Evil as ghosts, inmates of haunted houses,
The form occurs; I hear a voice resound
Out of the decades of distance, between the mirror
and book,
Charging the page to inform the frightened boy
With a man's gallantry, found
In the too slanting eyes, and crooked mouth.
0 Christ, I sit alone in a lonely house,
Hearing the winds outside repeat the sound
Of voices: this night is one
Moved by memorable phantoms, for mind
Has worse images than reality—
But its reality outside, or within?
Is there no barrier, repelling
With its refuge, this actual or imagined voice?
Who drew the blinds, ignited all the lamps
And touched my hand? In this, my house,
Ancestors drive the real or unreal accordingly,
When wind plays conscience on the hovel's edge.
JOHN NERBER

Imitation Of
66 The Destruction Of
Sennacherib"
Inicono Destroyed
Inicono then panted, then looked at near points,
Which would presently pierce him, perhaps in the
joints.
Yet now comes with hope in his eyes there a
gleam;
For a cave doth a haven from scorching sun seem.
Inicono can't see the two flames that now write
In green lines in the tear* on th'unlimited night.
Inicono doth enter the black of the cave,
And the Queen now can not from it him ever save.
*i.e., the cav a metaphor suggested by a paragraph of The Pilgrim's Progress but decidedly not
conforming to it. I do not now especially like
the ideas expressed in this imitation.
Wilfred C. Hoffman
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Walter Elder

Fire In The Night
Paul had never felt very close to his father.
There had never been any big arguments between
them, but little misunderstandings had piled up
without being straightened out until now Paul
felt uncomfortable and even slightly afraid around
his dad. They worked together in the fields, fixing
fences, feeding, milking, making hay, and thresh
ing without exchanging more than a dozen words
about the crops or the weather. As near as Paul
could remember, the whole thing dated back to
the afternoon last spring when his dad had tried
to teach him how to put up the reins on the team's
harness. Either he had been playful or stupid, or
his dad had been particularly irritable. At any
rate, his dad ended by snapping at Paul, "How do
you ever expect to become a good farmer if you
can't learn a little thing like putting up reins?"
That hurt Paul deeply because he believed
that he wanted to be a good farmer more than
anything in the world. He loved the threshingdays, hauling in the corn, watching the crops grow,
gathering the apples, and taking the cows to the
river pasture. Things that he did not like and
about which he and his dad had the most squabbles
were the every day chores, cleaning the stables,
milking, and the monotonous jobs like replanting
corn, feeding the pigs, the horses, the sheep, and
the cows. He loved the touch and smell of the
hay, the wheat, the corn, and the sight of the cows
in the river pasture, the smooth swath cut of the
binder, and the ripe apples before they fell. He
hated the mud in the barnyard in the winter, the
stubble of a cut corn or wheatfield, the filthy pig
and sheep pens, the dirty udders of the cows
when they were in the barn in the winter, and the
old shocks of corn in a field of green winter wheat.
As far as Paul could see his dad loved nothing
and hated nothing except the fact that Paul didn't
like some things around the farm. Nothing mov10

ed him to swear nor to smile. Paul thought that
his dad was a very unfeeling man.
This day had been particularly trying. A late
spring freshet had washed out the river gate at the
north end of the pasture, and the job of separating
Vernie Nagle's Jerseys from their own Guernseys
had been long and exasperating. Chasing a bunch
of frisky yearlings required a great deal of pa
tience, and Paul and his dad had managed to get
in each other's way more than usual.
Before they got back to the house with the
team, they saw that three sows from the back lot
had gotten into the east wheat field. Paul had
left the gate open in the morning after he had
pumped the pigs' watering trough full. The sows
had to be rounded up and put back into the lot
before they could eat.
Even dinner, which was usually peaceful be
cause Paul's mother and dad and his sisters gave
their undivided attention to eating, was interrupted
by the Rawleigh salesman who stopped once every
month with his assortment of tonics, pain-killers,
horse and cow medicines, and the latest poultry
feed formulas. Paul answered the door and asked
the salesman to come in. The man was talkative
and bothered Paul's dad with trivial questions for
the rest of the meal.
In the afternoon his dad was going to a sale
in Cortsville, and Paul expected to go along, But
when he went out to get in the car, his dad said,
"Paul, you better start replanting the hill field
as soon as you pump enough water for the stock.
He didn't say anything, but he felt that he was
being punished because of two unimportant inci
dents which had not been his fault.
The air was close and sticky, and there was no
breeze stirring. Around three o'clock a light west
wind brought over some dark thunder clouds, but
the air became more clammy and more stiflingHIKA for

Walking the rows in the hilly field with a hoe and
three pocketsful of corn, watching every hill for
four rows across—two to the left and two to the
right—was a dreary job at the best, but today it
seemed to Paul to be worse than it had ever been.
His overalls were sweaty and sticky,the head of the
hoe was loose, and in the low spots the ground
was still very muddy from last night s shower.
Paul's physical and mental discomforts began to
react on each other, and for the first time he found
himself thinking that not only was his dad not very
friendly with him, but also that maybe his dad
didn't like him.
The idea that his dad didn't like him was
strange and disconcerting, so Paul decided that at
least his dad didn't understand him. Beginning
to feel sorry for himself, Paul got a sort of satis
faction out of building up a case of all the actions
which showed that he was not understood by his
dad. By chore-time, Paul had collected quite a
list of reasons why his dad was a hard unfeeling
man.
When Paul started back to the barn to go get
the cows, he found that his dad had returned and
was moving hog boxes with the team. He told
Paul to unharness the horses and turn them out
while he went after the cows. Paul turned the
team out and started on the feeding. Both Paul
and his dad did the milking, and this evening it
was a particularly distasteful job. The cows were
as frisky as the yearlings had been, and the flies,
apparently sensing a shower soon, added to the
discomfort of the hot, sticky, dusty, and sweatysmelling stables by swarming about in large
clusters.
When he went in to supper, Paul was more
fired than he usually was after a full day of pitch
ing wheat or digging post holes. He would go
to bed early because he was tired and because he
wanted the day to end. He lay on the front porch
until it was almost dark and then started for the
house.
"Paul, did you take Dutch's halter off?"
"No. Was I supposed to?"
"You better get it now. She'll rub it off on a
fence post."
Paul found the mare near the old dead tree
which stood on a knoll in the south pasture. He
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took the halter off and stood a minute to pull the
horse's ear. As he stood by the horse, he glanced
toward the house, and his heart leaped and began
to throb wildly.
Fire! Every window in the house reflected
flame. The barn, too, and the chicken house!
Then he noticed that his shadow was clearly visible
and was pointing toward the house. He whirled
and over the gravel pit hill was a bright, steady,
hugh half-circle of red sky. Near the top of the
hill was a narrow column of twisting, rising
sparks.
"Dad! Dad! Fire! Fire!"
Paul ran for the house, shouting as loud as he
could. His first shout had been heard, he knew,
but still he ran and shouted. He was afraid. He
could feel the presence of the fire behind him.
It was close at his shoulder. He was afraid to look
back, but a strange fascination made him turn to
see it. Was it just over the hill ? Was it a barn or
brush or a house? Was it Ward's, Bowman's,
Stickneys? Fear drove the questions through his
mind, and fear made his pulse pound through his
head and through his heart. It was a very old
fear, bred in him by generations of farmers. Paul
had heard his mother say again and again, "Far
mers are more afraid of a fire at night than any
thing else in the world." It wasn't remembering
what his mother said that had awakened Paul's
fear. At the instant he had seen the fire, fear
had seized him completely without a moment's
hesitation for reflection on what the fire might be.
Brush fire or a burning building, fire at night
struck Paul for the first time with all its terrorizing
effects.
His dad had the car out by the time Paul burst
through the garden gate, and he called for him to
come on. Out the drive, down the pike, and then
up the back road toward Ward's and all the time
Paul's eyes were glued on the spreading red sky.
It was a fearful sight, but he couldn't tear his
gaze from it.
As the car reached the top of the gravel pit
hill, Paul and his dad could see the fire quite
clearly. It was the Ward's house, and the build
ing was burning fiercely. The whole valley was
lighted, and some moving figures were visible.
(Continued on page 26)
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Norris Rahming

In Reply
Art At Kenyon
I wish Mr. Lohman's letter to HIKA could
have been more explicit as to what is wrong with
art at Kenyon, for I suspect he is displeased about
something. I wish also that I understood his, to
me, mysterious allusion to "bump the penny" and
to "Fountain-bleau balancing". Is this latter a
printer's error and does it refer to Fontainebleau ?
Mr. Lohman seems to me as intolerant as any
Academician of the late eighteenth century, ex
cept that he wants a new set of rules of his devis
ing; and wants to deprive us of many of our
favorite painters. Pieter Breughel, for instance,
whom the Modernists claim as their discovery,
would have to be discarded under Mr. Lohman's
rule of "no detail". In fact, he tells us that such
painters have perverted minds.
The painter of the Renaissance needs no de
fender, but I should not like the readers of HIKA
to think that Mr. Lohman is a qualified spokes
man for Modernist painters and critics when he
disparages the Renaissance; and as evidence that
he is quite wrong, I wish to quote from several
recognized spokesmen for the Modern movement.
I choose these writers because I am sure that Mr.
Lohman would scoff at more conservative critics.
I cannot, however, always endorse the views of
the men from whom I am quoting.
My first authority is Dr. Albert C. Barnes of
Merion, Pennsylvania, who has the largest collec
tion in the world of Mr. Lohman's favorite paint
ers. This collection has more than fifty works of
Cezanne and also many by Renoir, Van Gogh and
Picasso. In his well-known book "The Art in
Painting", Dr. Barnes says of Cezanne:
"In elimination of everything not essential
to design he followed in the footsteps of Michel
Angelo, Tintoretto and El Greco."
Again he says:
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"From Velasquez, through the intermedia
tion of Manet he (Cezanne) learned to simplify."
In another place he compares Giorgione and
Titian with Cezanne in these words:
"The example of these artists (Giorgione
and Titian) shows that it is possible to have
strength of plastic form in combination with a
greater variety of human values than Cezanne
presents to us, so that his purification of plastic
form is not attained without loss."
Of Giotto, Dr. Barnes says "perhaps the great
est painter of all time." And of Masaccio he says
"his line is clearly the origin of that of later great
draughtsmen such as (the Moderns) Daumier,
Glackens and Pascin."
Modern painting has developed so many
"isms" since the days of Cezanne that no one
spokesman can be said to represent the movement.
Mr. Sheldon Cheney speaks for the most radical
Modernists and as would be expected, he is less
tolerant of the Renaissance. He leaves us few
other than Giotto, Tintoretto and El Greco, but
of Giotto's frescoes in Padua he says:
"Countless Christians have uttered some
thing like ecstatic prayer as they leave the
church after feasting their eyes and their souls
on one of the most moving and gracious art ex
hibits anywhere."
Since Mr. Lohman is a great admirer of Van
Gogh (as am I for that matter), I would like to
call his attention to a few words by Thomas
Munro. Dr. Munro is an authority on African
sculpture and a lecture on Modern art at Colum
bia and New York Universities. He says of Van
Gogh's painting:
"As in El Greco, everything is made to writhe
and zig-zag in nervous agitation. But Greco s
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motion, like that of Tintoretto and Rubens, was
fundamental and powerful; Van Gogh's is some
times little more than a fantastic surface pattern,
or a mere uncontrolled squirming of paint across
the canvas."
I should like to call this last phrase to the at
tention of some of my students who seem to think
that the application of paint to the canvas with a
trowel will automatically produce art.
While we are quoting Thomas Munro, and be
cause we paint as still-life a great many simple
utensils in common household use, I will quote
him again, on the still-life of Chardin, the eigh
teenth-century Frenchman. Munro says:
"A genuine taste for still-life painting is one
of the surest signs of a direct appreciation of
pictorial form. There the external, secondary
appeal of story and human association is slight,
and the principal appeal, if any, must be made
through the more intrinsic appeal of the design
itself. Especially in the case of Chardin there
is little tendency to choose objects interesting
for their association, such as quaint old musical
instruments, dead game and the like. Common
place utensils, fruit and plain dishes serve his
purpose quite as well."
Since Mr. Lohman would doubtless classify
Chardin as a photographic painter, and since Mr.
Lohman seems sure that representation by photo
graphy has made representation with the brush a
silly performance. I will call again on Dr. Barnes
for a word on Chardin which could apply as well
to Emil Carlsen in our day and to a great body of
painting in this tradition which is by no means as
dead as Mr. Lohman would have us believe. He
says:
He puts poetry into the smallest and most trivi
al object. A combination of real but homely
poetry, a delicacy which is never weakness, and
a full use of all the means of the craft, repre
sent Chardin's form."
1 am glad to see that Dr. Barnes recognizes that
painting is a craft, and as it is so, inspiration with
out knowledge of the craft will produce very little
of importance in Art.
I would like to point out to Mr. Lohman that
the camera is a very feeble tool for the production
°f aesthetic effects. It has very serious limitations
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even when only a record of the appearance of some
object is desired. As an example of what it can
not hope to do, I will quote from perhaps the
greatest of all authorities on Modern art—Elie
Faure. And here I would like to say that if Mr.
Lohman will read more Faure and less Cheney he
will perhaps become more catholic in his taste.
In speaking of the sixteenth century Dutch painter
Breughel, Faure has this to say:
"How is it that from this accumulation of little
facts so powerful a life comes forth. He sees
everything, even to the tiniest things, and he
pictures them all" suffusing the whole with such
animation that the universal poetry of the crowd
and of the earth flows over one like a strong
slow wave.
"How is it that one can count the hundreds
of children whom he shows at play, distinguish
their little toys, take part in their games; how
is it that one can listen to the wrangling and
gossiping of the housewives gathered into
groups or wiping the noses of their children or
sweeping in front of their door; how is it that
with a sympathetic glance our eye follows the
poor people who come and go with their carts
and their tools and at the same time can grasp
the main idea of the scene, the disordered
swarming of all this humble humanity and
recognize, in the confused murmur, laughing
and weeping, all the cries and the calls, and all
the whispered tales? How can he perceive all
the leaves of the trees, all their slender branches
against the white sky, all the blades of grass,
distinguish all the birds that flutter and that
hop, describe one after another all the windows
of the houses, and yet withal give to the whole
of nature that collective life in which nothing
is isolated, but which envelopes and covers all
things with the same air and the same sky?
How is it he does not forget when he tells some
little story in all its details that he is a painter,
and that he is to sustain from one end of the
canvas to the other, the subtlest, the densest,
the most discreet harmonies, making the tones
work together with a minute science to which
his tenderness "gives a quality as moving as a
singing voice?"
(Continued on page 28)
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Bob Weaver

Joey
His mother gave him a dime for the collection
plate and another dime for the streetcar there and
back. He pretty near always felt he had to put the
dime in the plate so he left home early and walked
and kept the carfare dime. Sometimes he missed
the collection on account of being way in a corner
but not often. One time when he on purpose kept
both dimes he bought a lot of red candy and got
sick so he figured God was mad at him. He never
did see how Mr. Pritchard knew that the money
was going to God like he said. Joey figured Mr.
Pritchard must take it to God himself, but when
ever he asked Mr. Pritchard about it he kept saying
he'd tell him all about it next Sunday. He never
did. Joey just thought well, he ought to tell me,
it's my dime.
It got so he used to play a little football in the
lot on Sunday morning when he got up early to
walk and then sometimes see it was too late. No
point in going if you're late. Mr. Pritchard would
just get sore and tell Dad anyway. Mr. Pritchard
came over to see Joey's dad after one of these toolate-to-go Sundays and said well, Mr. Peters, you
certainly have a fine son, a fine great big boy there,
you certainly have, and when are you going to
send him to Sunday school? Joey's dad looked
kind of like he was going to laugh but he didn't,
he coughed a couple of times and said well, Mr.
Pritchard, I guess I ought to pretty soon, I guess
I really ought to. Joey thought his dad was a
pretty swell guy. He wished he was like him and
could sleep Sunday mornings, only he wouldn't
sleep — he'd play football over at the triangle.
He guessed it would be a long time before he
could stop going. His dad went through college
and had to go every single day. He said he was
caught up till he was seventy-five. His dad said
he'd better go next Sunday. You can go with the
Harrison girls, he said. Nope, Joey said, not with
them. Okeh, his dad said, then don't take a free
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ride. You can take the streetcar. Joey went with
the Harrisons. He didn't like it, though.
Mr. Pritchard told Joey all about God every
Sunday but Joey never felt it was any good. Mr.
Pritchard kept moving his hands around like a
girl's, and Joey wanted to kick him but he figured
anybody on the in with God the way Mr. Pritchard
was, wasn't the guy to be kicking. Anyhow, it
didn't last awful long once he got wound up and
Bill Elliott only sat about a good spit away and
they could signal back and forth and make spitballs out of song paper. Joey and Bill had a great
time singing, and Mr. Pritchard looked kind of
funny at them. They made a score card out of
the program and marked it off into four quarters.
Each quarter was a half hour. Every time Mr.
Pritchard said God Joey marked a touchdown on
his paper and every time Mr. Pritchard said Christ
Bill marked one on his paper. God's team won al
most every time, and Joey figured out Mr. Pritch
ard was in closer with God than with Christ, cause
he talked about him more. Once Bill put a half a
buck in the plate and took out sixty-five cents. He
got the half buck out of his mother's pocketbook,
he told Joey, so it was a good day. Joey never did
that, but he helped Bill spend it.
When they got out of Church they walked
along Lake Avenue home, about two miles, and
talked about things. Joey was always plenty late
to dinner and his mom was mad. Joey always
was planning something, he and Bill would have
a football team, a swell shack, a vegetable and
fruit business out of the neighbor's yards and back
lots. He sold one old guy mint right out of the
old guy's own yard. He wondered why the old guy
bought it when he had his yard all full. He and
Bill used to walk home, kind of bouncing up and
down and running and wrestling and talking about
this stuff, and boy it was swell. Joey figured MrPritchard might be in with God, Okeh, but if being
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in with God meant not having any fun like this,
Mjr. Pritchard was a sucker, and Joey always fig
ured when he and Bill grew up and had a church
of their own they'd give pop out at the door. They
figured when the kids brought their dimes they'd
sell them pop and candy bars instead and give the
money to people like they saw in the movies who
didn't have all the neat room for huts and football
games and didn't have the dough for ice cream
and green leaves, even. Maybe they'd sell the
kids green leaves eight-for-a-penny on the first day
they opened their church, or maybe do it on Satur
day and get the kids to come two days a week.
Joey's mom always asked him what he learned
in Sunday school that morning, and he could never
remember what Mr. Pritchard said very well, so he
always made up something that sounded good and
his mom always smiled and gave him a cooky or
something.
Bill's folks made him go to choir because Mrs.
Eiliott heard Mrs. Gordon or somebody say that
Bill had a devine voice, so Bill had to practice
Thursday nights and go to Sunday school and put
on a purple robe with a sissy collar and he was all
the time practicing up on his voice. So, Joey walk
ed to Sunday school alone. When he was alone
he didn't get much kick out of grabbing girls' tarns
or running through them when they were all
standing together.
Anyhow, when he was walking along Detroit
Avenue to Sunday school the Harrison girls pulled
up by the curb in their car and yelled at him to
get in. He got in and sat in the back and didn't
say anything and they finally said — don't you like
girls? and he said no very tough and didn't say
any more. In Sunday school he thought about
next Sunday morning when he and Bill were going
down to Warren with the big guys to play the
team down there. Boy, that was the nuts. The
k'g guys wouldn't have let him play at all except
be fixed up the game with his cousin and was gethng a line on someone to get them all down there.
When he came home from Sunday school his mom
asked him what he had learned and he said lots
about God and what happens to people who are
bad. What happens to them? his dad said and
J°ey told him they went to Hell and his dad said,
oh.
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, The next Friday night the big guys came over
and asked him if everything was all set and he
said yep. They guessed at all the weights of all
the guys on the team and typed them out and sent
them to his cousin down in Warren. His cousin
had the junior high let him use their field for the
game and his cousin told him there'd be people
there to watch. Even the big guys were pretty ex
cited about it and they all socked Joey on the back
and said — we'll get em kid, just wait till they
see our stuff.
Joey and Bill thought about it all day Saturday
/and threw the ball around to get loosened up and
felt great Saturday night. Joey didn't want to tell
his folks about it until Sunday morning because
they might say no and make him go to Sunday
school instead. Sunday morning at breakfast he
said well Dad are you going to the game today?
and his dad asked what game and Joey said oh,
the game at Warren very easy like and his dad
said what's all this and Joey told him. Joey's
mom said he couldn't go this morning until after
Sunday school and Joey said, Oh mom forgoshsake. His dad said now wait a minute and told
him to go into the other room. It was no use. His
mom came in and said — you definitely can not
go until after Sunday school and I don't want any
answering back. You can go with the Harrison
girls. Joey started to bawl but he stopped and had
his eyes fixed by the time the big guys got there.
They said they were awful sorry and they'd make
an extra touchdown for him and they piled in the
cars Joey'd got for them to go down in and they
waved to him and said so long kid we'll be seein'
ya. When they got out of sight Joey started to
bawl real hard and didn't stop until the Harrison
girls honked out in front for him. He slopped
water in his eyes and went out and they didn't say
anything to him which made him madder than be
fore on account of he knew they were figuring on
not hurting his feelings by talking about his red
eyes or asking what he was crying for.
When the plate came around he on purpose
didn't put anything in and just looked first at Mr.
Pritchard and then at the plate real hard and
curled his lip and looked as mad as he could. Mr.
Pritchard didn't say anything but he gave a little
(Continued on page 22)
is

Book Reviews
DER TANNENBAUM
NEW DIRECTIONS, 1940. Edited by James
Laughlin. New Directions Press. $3.50
Like two of the titles in it, The New Directions
for 1940 is a tower of Babel, encyclopedic in its
diversity. In one place you will find Mr. Laughlin
explaining himself, a little later Mr. Tyler attack
ing him, a netful of Surrealist authors and "preSurrealists," as they are called in New Directions,
and a little later, Mr. Herbert Muller discounting
the whole movement. Photographers, architects,
city-designers, radical poets, critics, chain-poems,
the Royal Air Force and Katherine Ann Porter's
diary all lie down together. It is as entertaining
as Barnum's first circus must have been, with the
exception that Barnum's choice of material was
probably a little better.
This is not meant to disparage New Direc
tions and is written with remembrance of Mr.
Laughlin's introduction and his avowed and pur
posely somewhat uncritical eclecticism. Yet Barnum might have seen that ten elephants were as
good as thirty-seven and a great deal less monoton
ous, and Mr. Laughlin might have seen that ten
Surrealists or less would do. Mr. Laughlin has
done a great deal to disarm criticism and presum
ably the Surrealist section is good illustration of
what might not have been so obvious before: that
Surrealism is not at all American in any way, that
it is a flower of Gallic wit and disillusionment af
ter the first World War, the extreme development
of Symbolism, that at best it is violently clever as
Cocteau is (although he is not represented) and at
its worst like Weldon Kees' exceptionally bad
story which is printed. But New Directions, with
its Biblical compass for everybody, presents the
best case against Surrealism in Mr. Muller's article
about it.
It is difficult to quarrel with the editing then
except in two ways. One is that that individual
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selections are often bad, no matter what they rep
resent and the other is Mr. Laughlin's creed: I
shall always be avant-garde, I shall always be au
courant. That is why there is always preciocity
and always rubbish in the anthology.
I have mentioned Mr. Kees' short story, which
I consider likely to be the worst in the English
language, excluding those of Mr. Henry Miller.
There are none others in the story section quite so
bad, but several are outstandingly mediocre. As
a whole, they are not up to the level of the rest of
the book, although Eudora Welty and Alfred
Fisher are somewhat redeeming. These New
Direction short stories are often hard to read. It
may be their common stony, inartistic style or it
may be the equally common mannerisms of the
structure itself. I cannot believe that anyone reads
them for pleasure. At least, they cannot be com
pared with some of the brilliant stories of earlier
issues, by Delmore Schwartz and others.
The anthology of modern poets contained in
the book is quite respectable, with Gene Derwood
and David Dejong appearing to good advantage
and Charles Henri Ford as amusing and inconse
quential as usual.
Probably the finest thing in the book is a piece
of critical literary-history by George Orwell. Mr.
Orwell writes on Henry Miller. And although
Miller is probably not worth criticizing and Mr.
Orwell overrates him decidedly, the rest of the
essay is a thorough piece of work. Mr. Orwell is
famous for calling W. H. Auden a "gutless Kip
ling" but in this article he avoids such epigram
matic half-truths and has not, pleasingly enough,
succumbed to the occupational poison of looking
on himself as a virtuoso.
It is very likely that New Directions will become a part of the body of curious literature and
will be regarded by people in the future as we
look at The Nuremburg Chronicle or the cabbalHIKA for

istic writings. It has an air of quaint lies about it
already. For instance, in this issue it is stated (in
an odd section called Surrealist Dictionary) that
poor old Heraclitus was really an early Surrealist.
There is a homocidal fireplug in the book, Henry
Miller is a second Jonah in the whale's belly, there
are "international chainpoems" and a play about
the tower of Babel. With the exceptions of Mr.
Orwell, the photographer, the architect, the cityplanners, the notes for the photographs, Mr.
Muller, Mr. Laughlin himself, and the men of the
Royal Air Force, the book is a tremendous collec
tion of 20th century conceit. The Surrealists are
conceited without meaning and the majority of
the others have ornamented paltry and common
place purposes with similar extravagance. Dr.
Johnson's opinions of the book would be edifying.
I have said that I do not wish to disparage
New Directions and I do not. It is a temptation
to be harsh with it, but I still feel its purpose to
be good. It is like looking at a Christmas tree that
is filled with a lot of tinsel and many cheap orna
ments. But once in a while you will find an or
ange, if you look.
ROBIE MACAULEY
THEORIES OF TIME & LAUGHTER
RANDOM HARVEST By James Hilton. Little,
Brown, $2.50
All of James Hilton's previous novels have
been alike in this respect — they have undeviatingly pursued the problem of the shy, retiring mid
dle-class Englishman who, at some peculiar time in
his otherwise fairly predictable life, comes to face
a crisis (usually that of deserting his acknowl
edged standards for a chance at happiness) and is
defeated through unexpected circumstances. This
preoccupation with a sort of social-ethical problem
in which the timid doctor or repressed village
priest, as the case may be, has difficulty in finding
the courage to break away from the dreary sur
roundings which he has created about him, is typi
cal of Mr. Hilton's fiction; equally so is his other
preoccupation with a time theory that involves
amnesia, geographical gaps, and lost dreams am°ng other things. It is significant that his stor
ies are told through the device of the "flashback,"
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used in a unique way to give the impression of
events having happened so long ago that they are
irretrievable. In "Lost Horizon" Mr. Hilton's
formula reached its successful apogee, thanks
more to the exotic lamasery and incredible life
span of its inhabitants than to any inherent gift
for suspense or scope.
The reason for this summing up is that "Ran
dom Harvest" contains all the recognized Hilton
earmarks, yet the formula itself appears, curious
ly, to be lacking. By this I do not mean that the
plot is slipshod; quite the contrary, it is very skil
fully planned — it is the most interesting feature
of the book, in fact; but a definite raison d'etre is
absent, as well as a distinguishable theme or style.
It is as if Mr. Hilton had no settled way of telling
a story but had just groped blindly for the best
possible effect.
"Random Harvest" has to do with Charles
Rainier, son of a prosperous industrial family in
the England between world wars. For all his
wealth and position, however, Rainier is easily
identifiable with Doctor Newcombe of "We Are
Not Alone" and the clerical of "And Now Good
bye"; unlike them, he is successful in his search
for a lost period of time.
The story is not told chronologically. It be
gins on Armistice Day of 1937 when the first per
son narrator, Harrison, makes the chance acquaint
ance of a fellow passenger, Rainier, on a London
bound train. Harrison becomes the man's secre
tary, learns how a gap exists in his memory from
the time a bomb exploded next to him at Arras in
1917 until he regained his identity while seated
on a Liverpool park bench in 1919. While it
carries Rainier back to those elusive days which
he has termed "the dark corridor," the story also
moves forward to the autumn of 1939 and comes
to a surprising climax just as German troops are
reported to have invaded Poland. Each of the
five parts is cleverly fitted into the final pattern.
It is not the mechanics but the purpose and,
ultimately, the plausibility of the tale that may be
questioned. If the author's end was to paint Eng
land as it slumbered in self-gratification during
two decades of peace, he has failed because his
characters are uninteresting and his action is tuned
not so much to the pulse of English life (for even
17

if the British were not acute, they were alive) as
to the exigencies of an improbable plot. Then
again, as I have remarked, the story has been in
differently told, with no visible effort to attract
the reader's imagination (there are too many long
paragraphs of factual narration) or even to make
the denouement exciting. Clever construction is
not a worthy end, and "Random Harvest" is lacking in depth, faulty in style.
PAUL HENISSART

fytemJz £. KlnJuy
Gonufuuuf
PAINT & WALLPAPER HEADQUARTERS
MT. VERNON, OHIO
PHONE 5
INVITES YOU TO TAKE ADVANTAGE
OF THE NEW AND EXCLUSIVE
Sherwin - Williams

MY NAME IS ARAM By William Saroyan. Harcourt, Brace, $2.50
In the past few years a young man from Cali
fornia has demonstrated (with vigor but without
mercy) a singular penchant for pushing his whole
stock of literary merchandise on the public counter
and, furthermore, making it look like a good
thing. Strangely, this salesmanship has been so
effective as to take in the critics so that these
formerly carnivorous gentlemen have succumbed
to sweetness and light and found in them great
powers of originality and profundity. In other
words this young writer has declared that he is al
most too good to be true, and he has been believed.
Publication of "My Name Is Aram" has not
served to detract from his reputation. Henry Seidel
Canby recently called it a distinct contribution to
American literature. A justification for this and
other high sounding encomiums is not to be dis
covered in the slender little work itself. "My
Name Is Aram" is a collection of short stories
dealing with the sometimes amusing adventures
of little Aram Garoghlanian, offspring of an Ar
menian tribe, living in Fresno between 1915-1925;
it can hardly be ranked with Mark Twain or the
"Penrod" of Booth Tarkington.
For one thing, it is an uneven book, a number
of the stories descending to an embarrassing level
of banality or meaninglessness. One of the slight
er pieces, "The Fifty Yard Dash," immediately
comes to mind. Beginning as a none too subtle
parody on the muscle development correspondence
school racket, it falters midway, turns suddenly to
the oversimplified account of a boys' race, then
stops. In more or less the same fashion, the same
thing occurs in "A Journey to Hanford" and "The
18

COLOR-STYLING SERVICE
AND TO SELECT YOUR PAINT COLOR SCHEMES
IN THE COMFORT AND LEISURE OF YOUR
OWN HOME

The Alcove
• Restaurant
• Candy Shop

• Soda Grill

KENYON'S FAVORITE

"Say It With Flowers —
— Say It With Ours "
BY

WILLIAMS
FLOWER SHOP
Fenton's Dry Cleaning
FOR BEST RESULTS
on
DANCE WEEK - END CLEANING
"You'll Be Satisfied"
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Presbyterian Choir Singers." Mr. Saroyan has a
delightful way of telling a story that says nothing.
Humor depends on more than an appreciation
of colorful or unusual characters, and also, it can
not be achieved simply by the repetition of a single
hilarious key passage. It is in this respect that the
writer seems to err most often. It is to be doubt
ed whether the dialect and customs of Aram's
many uncles and cousins are sufficiently quaint in
themselves to create laughable situations. By way
of elaborating on this, I should say that Don Free
man in his admirable illustrations has in each in
stance chosen the focal instant of comedy (when
the Armenian character against the American
background provides the funniest blend), leaving
nothing to Mr. Saroyan but a small accumulation
of lines which, rather than lead to the high point
of humor, go off on tangents that are witty but
superfluous.
Now this does not hold true of every story in
the book; a few are talented and really praise
worthy examples of unity and delicately spun
suspense (which is just as much of a requisite in
humor as in any other phase of fiction), and these,
it is interesting to observe, are rather longer than
the three or four-page sketches which stud but do
not adorn the book. I do not think it is essential
that humor be developed to the bursting point, in
which case a lengthy monotony would be quickly
achieved, but it seems quite logical that those
stories into which the author put more substance
and more effort would be more satisfying than
one-breath skits that have been dashed off in half
an hour and show it.
That Mr. Saroyan's capabilities as a storyteller
have improved and matured in the interval be
tween his first collection of sympathies and indig
nations, "The Daring Young Man On the Flying
Trapeze" and this later work which, for all its mis
firing, is frequently delightful and sometimes
startlingly good (as in the story of "The Pome
granate Trees", goes without saying; but to be
given consideration as one of the foremost of
American humorists, he must supply a tremendous
amount of material to go with the free-and-easy
joking of the raconteur.

METROPOLITAN OPERA WEEK
April 14 through April 19
at
CLEVELAND PUBLIC AUDITORIUM
For information write to:
NORTHERN OHIO OPERA ASS'N.
721 Bulkley Bldg.
CLEVELAND, OHIO

EVERYTHING FOR HORSE
AND RIDER
SINCE 1867

THE OHIO LEATHER
&
HORSE GOODS CO.
1762 East 12th Street
CLEVELAND, OHIO

CROSLEY - EMERSON - RCA VICTOR - CAPEHART
FRANSWORTH - STROMBERG CARLSON

The Latest Records

Mt. Vernon Radio Co.
ESTAB. 1922

OPEN EVENINGS

204 S. MAIN

ENJOY THIS AFTERNOON OR
EVENING AT

GRAMAC'S
BOWLING LANES
105 - 107 W. Vine St.
MT. VERNON, OHIO

PAUL HENISSART
MARCH, 1941

19

THE BROKEN SPAN. William Carlos Williams,
New Directions, 35c: This pamphlet, 27 pages,
25 poems, inaugurates New Directions' Poet
of the Month series. Also scheduled are Theo
dore Spencer (July), Delmore Schwartz (Aug
ust), Malcolm Cowley (November), Rainer
Maria Rilke (December).
Dr. Williams is an honest man. He sees
things. Sometimes he seems to feel that thinking
about what he sees would falsify it. That pro
duces such words as Detail'.
Hey!
Can I have some more
Milk?
YEAAAAASSSSS!
—always the gentle
mother!
There are three more Details in this pamphlet.
But the long poems are good. That is when he
feels that thinking about what he sees is important.
Then he gets:
The stain of love
Is upon the world.
Yellow, yellow, yellow....

Dr. Williams is famous for using words that
are clean, precise. Justly. But sometimes:
Take me then
Spirit of Loneliness
insatiable
Spirit of Love
and let be —
for Time without
odor is Time
without me
The last poem of the pamphlet, The Last Turn,
is perhaps his best. The last part:
No house but that has its
brains blown off by the dark!
Nothing recognizable
but the whole, one jittering
direction made of all directions
spelling the inexplicable,
pigment upon flesh and flesh
the pigment the genius of a world
artless but supreme...
BUD SOUTHARD

There is no light —
Only a honey-thick stain
That drips from leaf to leaf
And limb to limb
Spoiling the colors
Of the whole world.
The last stanza of The Last Words of My
English Grandmother.
What are all those
fuzzy looking things out there?
Trees? Well, I'm tired
of them and rolled her head away.
There is a long chopped-prose piece for Saccho
and Vanzetti, Impromptu: The Suckers. This
goes from such foolishness as ''Take it out in vile
whiskey, take it out in lifting your skirts to show
your silken crotches" to such acute judgements as
"pimps to tradition", "a triumvirate of inversion,
the New England aristocracy", and best, "No one
can understand what makes the present age what
it is. They are mystified by certain insistences."
20
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FLAMINGO
MIAMI BEACH, FLORIDA

Invites You To Come

"SOUTH OF THE SUN"

For Your Spring Vacation
Rendezvous for school and
college set. Enjoy bathing, tennis, golf,
fishing, dancing.
Write for special Holiday rates.
C.S. KROM, Manager
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Merrill Moore's Letter

UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT

SHELL SERVICE
Garage Work
GAMBIER, OHIO

Boston, Massachusetts
February 13, 1941
The Editor, Hika
Kenyon College
Gambier, Ohio

Men's Wear for Spring

LESTER'S
SOUTH MAIN ST.

MT. VERNON, O.

Dear Sir:
I am taking the liberty of writing to you be
cause I have often wondered what the name Hika
meant, and because I'm wondering if it is named
for the star Hika.
In case you have not heard of it or do not
know about it I'd like to tell you briefly about it.
(As an amateur astronomer.)
Between Betelegeux and Bellatrix in the con
stellation of Orion lie four stars traditionally
forming the head of Orion. They look hazy to the
naked eye and were so recorded by Ptolemy.
Even with a good glass (three inch) one finds
them surrounded by nebulosity or so it appears.
Their peculiar pattern of a triangle with a fourth
star above the upper corner is quite common in the
sky (the Water Jar is one instance of this forma
tion) .
The brightest of these stars, the vertex of the
triangle, is lambda Orionis. The two marking the
base are, reading from left to right, are phi two
*nd phi one. They are known as Hika and Heka.
Phi two is Hika; they were given much attention
in really ancient times for they marked a "lunar
station" in ALL Euphratean zodiacs. Allen renarked that one reason for their ancient fame
may have been that they marked the vernal equi
nox in four or five hundred B.C. and he adds that
since the distance between the two stars is thirtythree minutes their separation is wider than the
apparent diameter of the moon.
I hope this information will not impair my
^ateur standing as an astronomer.
With best wishes to Hika and its readers,

STUDENTS

FACULTY

Get Ready For Spring
GET YOUR SPRING SUPPLIES AT

THE GAMBIER

CO-OP

Hear the latest recordings
of the worlds greatest artists!
Victor, Columbia, Blue Bird and Okey Records

"HIGHER FIDELITY" RECORDINGS

To Give You the Music You Want,
When You Want It!

Knecht-Feeney Elec. Co.

Yours sincerely,
Merrill Moore, M.D.
MA R CH, 1941
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JOEY
(Continued from page 15)
speech later about how it was better to give than
take or something. Joey stuck out his tongue and
was going to give Mr. Pritchard a razzberry but
he didn't. Everybody was looking at Joey. Joey
didn't care. He knew that Mr. Pritchard wasn't
so in with God. He knew God would like it better if Joey was down in Warren with the big guys.
Joey thought about how it would be in Warren
with this big guy in the clear and only Joey be
tween him and the goal line and the big guy coming on very fast to score and with his knees going
way up and Joey would dig in his neat new cleats
and rip the big guy's feet out from under him in
a dive and everybody would yell. The football
and ground there smelling so nice and all the faces
and noise and Joey picking a ball out of the air in
the end zone. A real end zone too not just between
two trees like at the triangle, gee, running in and
out of the big Warren team like a crazy shadow
and making two or three or four touchdowns,
yelling at the other quarterback, okeh, you big lug,
sock another play right through here if you dare
and Joey laughing so easy and smacking them
down one two three four five six seven eight nine
ten eleven come on you lugs and all the big guys
looking at him and saying my god Joey where you
been keeping that? Yes sir that's what God would
like better than this. He knew more about God
when he felt like a million bucks after smacking
some big guy. Yeh, more than Mr. Pritchard could
ever know in his stuffy old church. Mr. Pritchard
was asking him something and Joey didn't say any
thing. He looked at Mr. Pritchard hard and
smiled like Mr. Pritchard was nothing at all and
Mr. Pritchard asked somebody else.
When the class was over he walked home slow,
swinging at branches like they were Mr. Pritchard's face. When he came to a mud puddle he
took some and rubbed it on his new suit and his
cheek and went home. When he came in his
mother said well, what did you learn today ?
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DRINK

IpsiiOk
BIGGER and BETTER
Case or Carton . . .
Home or Fountain . . .
It's Always the Best . . .
TRY A BOTTLE TODAY

Pepsi-Cola Bottling Co.
MT. VERNON, OHIO

Protect Your Health
You can save time, money and
your health buying vitamins at

Millers Cut Rate Drugs
MT. VERNON, OHIO

Gene Val Dean's
DINE & DANCE
Beer and Ale on Tap
Haircut

Shave

Massage

JIM LYNCH BARBER
GAMBIER
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THE WOMAN
(Continued from page 6)
Santee employs likewise, recognizable humans,
but the humorous points on which the play re
volves are the intrigues of the situation and its
progress into further complexity. The audience
never laughs at the characters in themselves and
their extravagances, but always at the character
in the situation. This is "pure" comedy because
it comes solely from the drama and action and not
an application to life, as the satirical comedy
does. This is why Terence can be translated
without footnotes and played, while Aristophanes
cannot.
The actual turning of the Latin is generally
able. There are many difficulties to overcome.
For instance, Terence has the slave, Davus, whose
plan has just failed lament:
nullus sum.
quid causaest quin hinc in pistrinium recta
proficiscar via ?
Literally translated:
I am lost.
what reason is there that I shouldn't go
straight from here into the mill ?
Dr. Santee translates this:
Well now, did you ever! My job is gone now
both ways. I'm practically in the army al
ready.
Fairly often the translation is a little quaint
and the slang a litte archaic. For instance, in one
place, Terence has Davos say,
quid ais?
an exclamation that may mean anything from
whatdjasay?'* to "I'll be god-damned." Dr.
Santee chooses to give it a rustic flavor reminis
cent of vaudeville circa 1910. He says,
Well I swan!
In the mouths of Mr. Smith or Mr. Phillips, the
Mount Vernon tycoons, this slang is quite natural
and effective. But for the two modern young men,
who have doubtless come into contact with the
wider culture of neighboring communities, it is a
little stale. I am not sure, but I think Terence's
slang was probably pure and fresh from the streets
0r the forum or whatever else the clever young
men gathered.
MARCH, 1941

The play, on the whole is well-preserved in
the translation. In both languages it is a pure
and innocent kind of comedy. Terence does not
exploit Simo's fat practicality for a caricature or
Pamphilius' simple-minded, lustful, muddle-head
ed love for Glycerium. There is no time or inten
tion for this. The tricks in the plot and the
lamenting of the characters move the play along
quickly. The unreality is not caricature of people,
but caricature of situation, and so it turns out a
farce without malice, a play of pure cleverness,
which might, on a 1941 stage be a bit artificial.
It has been suggested that the child-bearing
episode is a little too suggestive of sex for the pure
standards of the Ohio drama. However, in the
play this is not treated seriously and it is hardly
designed to corrupt the morals of the young. Ter
ence is comparatively innocuous. After all, didn't
Noel Coward spend a straight half-hour in bed
with Gertrude Lawrence on the stage in Tonight
at 8:30?
When the Kenyon Freshmen present this play
in the Spring it will serve to prove if a comedy is
any good today that does not have a string of
murders or a family of half-wits to be successful.

TAUGHER'S
SODAS

CANDY

TOILET ARTICLES
SHAVING and SMOKING
ACCESSORIES
"The Best Stocked Drug Store In Town "

New Garments—Correct Styles

GUARDIAN DRESS
SUIT RENTAL
TUXEDO — $3.00
FULL DRESS — $4.00
SHIRT, COLLAR. TIE and JEWELERY $1.00 EXTRA
61S VINCENT AVE.
CLEVELAND. OHIO

(Kenyon College Shop, Agents)
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"LONDON MADE" PIPES
ORDER YOUR NEW VIRGIN PIPE NOW!
Direct from England
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Silver Inlaid of Schools and Fraternities — $2.50

R. M. LYNCH

KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
GAMBIER, OHIO

729 SANSOM ST.
PHILA., PA.

NEXUS, PT
(Continued from page 8)
having been, he thought, but recently awakened
himself. When he was feeling spirited he met
nobody on the street without staring to see if any
was as conscious of things as he was. He was
nearly always disappointed. The ones that noticed
him were only a few young people.
Stubs, a nuisance. Save your stubs, Rodriguez,
souvenirs of this happy occasion. And I think
we're supposed to get a kick out of all this plush,
and the plumbing fixtures too—
I remember the first time, quite too easily.
Take her coat off just to get an arm around. A
rogue and pleasant slave am I. Not but happy
both of us. . . . Newsreel. Good. . .
LAST MONTH, MARGIE, I WENT TO A PLAY

For 72 Years

WITH AN INTELLECTUAL YOUNG FELLOW.

It's

good to smell the night air. I THOUGHT I'D GET
Ringwalt's has watched — and
felt — the ebb and flow of the for
tunes of Kenyon. When the Col
lege has prospered we have shared.
So we have rejoiced in the new
birth of the College under Dr.
Chalmers; in no way, perhaps,
better indicated than by the high
literary excellence of Hika, which
we wish, though, were a little more
conscious of the Kenyon and the
Knox County scene.

Ringwalt's
"One of Ohio's Oldest Stores"
WOMEN'S APPAREL
FLOOR COVERINGS

CURTAINS

DRAPERIES

Compliments of

People's Bank
Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corp.

GAMBIER, OHIO
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A LOT OUT OF IT.

HE WANTED TO BE A WRITER,

let me guess who it was.
YOU DON'T KNOW HIM.

DURING THE INTER

MISSION WE SAT IN THE LOBBY. I THOUGHT WE'D
DISCUSS THE FIRST ACT, BUT WE DIDN'T AND I'M
GLAD OF IT. HE SAT ON A TABLE THE WHOLE
TIME DANGLING HIS LEGS AND QUIETLY SMOKING.
SO NOW I DARE YOU TO ASK ME HOW I LIKED THE
MOVIE.

hugh, i know what you mean, why didn t you
just come right out and tell me?
I'D RATHER JUST SUGGEST IT. THE OTHER WAY
I RESERVE FOR DISCUSSING "COMMON INTERESTS."
With less uncommon people.
dancing and music and who is your favorite
moviestar.
We can walk seriously and self concerned like
this because we look nice together. It is to redden
or to smooth ? to joke or to brag or swear or kiss
or fight or convex? With a bookish appearance.
Omigod. And the moon isn't out and the sky
isn't clear, Macbeth.
This hallway, the best spot for the moment.
Oh. doors with three hinges—shut; and it is trueMargie turned on a dim light by the sofa. She
HIKA for

went over by the radio and stood next to it while
the tubes were warming. Hugh was looking out
the window at the streetcartracks. He turned
around and seated himself on the windowsill, and
studied for a long time the pattern the white light
from the streetlamp made on the rug before him.
The radio started to produce dancemusic and the
picture included her feet. They were placed
slightly pigeontoed at an allknowing angle which
predicted her smile.

SMITH'S DINER
OPEN ALL NIGHT
So. Main St.

Mt. Vernon

FABLE
(Continued from page 5)
withdrew his hand; between his fingers was a
small grey pellet which he cast into the kettle. It
received the burden with an angry hiss. A green
light shimmered above the pot in the darkening
room. My grandmother looked at me. "The heart
is indestructable," she said, triumphantly. The
doctor then plucked the two great eyes of my
mother from their sockets; casting them into the
cauldron, he stood quietly a moment, as the green
flame died down only to replenish itself again. My
grandmother again looked at me. "The soul has
its seat in the eyes," she said softly. She sighed.
The fire had gone from her, she looked at the
skeleton lying on the chaise lounge with distaste,
as if it no longer had the power to interest her.
My father sat removed in his chair. The doctor
watched the boiling pot intently.
Then, suddenly, the doctor fetched from his
bag a white napkin. With a deft movement, he
reached into the kettle and withdrew something
into the depths of the cloth. Folding it carefully
about the object, reverently he laid it upon the
breast ribs of my mother. My grandmother did
not move. The doctor swiftly extinguished the
spirit lamp, and packing his paraphenalia into
the bag, took his leave. It was only after the
front door closed that my grandmother acted.
Impatiently, she leaned down to unfold the
napkin. There upon the snowy cloth, lay a rose
partially opened, the dew still wet upon its ruby
Petals. A wonderful fragrance filled the room.
My grandmother gasped, and straightening her*elf, began to weep, the tears wetting her cheeks.
0 how beautiful it is!" she cried.
MARCH, 1941

• Master Mixed Floor and Trim Varnishes
M Master Mixed Self Polishing Wax
* Master Mixed 4 - Hour Enamel
• Master Mixed House Paint

Sears Roebuck & Co.
Mount Vernon, Ohio
Phone 415

CAFE
MONACO
FOR THE BEST CONTINENTAL FOOD
Try the famous Monaco Spaghetti with
Frank's Sauce.
THE NEXT TIME YOU'RE IN CLEVELAND DROP
IN AT MONACO'S RESTAURANT IN THE HANNA
BLDG. AND MEET FRANK.

OTHER KENYON MEN WILL BE THERE
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THE FIRE
Flowers for Every Occasion

(Continued from page 11)

Order Corsages Early

As they pulled into the barnyard Paul saw that
there were quite a few men and boys around the
buildings. They had given up trying to save the
house with a bucket brigade and the boys had been
stationed to protect the other buildings while the
men were carrying as much as they could from the
house. Paul got up on the barn roof with a bucket
of water and watched the people and the burning
house. He saw his dad make three trips into the
house and bring out an armload of bedding and
clothing, a small cook stove, and a chest of
drawers. One man tried to get the piano out, but
it stuck in the doorway, and the rest of the trips
had to be made through the window. Mr. Ward
ran wildly from the house to his wife and two
boys and back to the house again. Just as Paul s
dad put down his third armload, the roof fell in.
Paul became very sick and used the bucket so he
wouldn't fall off or get his clothes dirty.

Sharp's Flower Store
Phone 895

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

• FINE WATCH REPAIRING
• STRAPS AND BRACELETS
• WATCH RE-CASING

• EVERSHARP "SKYLINE" PENS A REPEATING
PENCILS

ALLEN
JEWELER

Mt. Vernon, O.

7 E. Gambier St.

"THE PAINT POT"
• Crosley Refrigerator#
• RCA & Motorola Radios
* Apex & Vo#s Washer#
• Furniture Polish
• Electrical Supplies
Next Door to Vine Theatre

FERRO METAL FINISHES
BOTH ORGANIC & INORGANIC

If you want the highest quality finish for
your metal parts, write for information

Ferro Enamel Corp.
4150 E. 56th St.
CLEVELAND, OHIO
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Everyone stood and stared at the fire after the
roof fell in. The flames seemed to hold their gaze
as if they were under a spell. Mrs. Ward and her
boys were huddled together crying quietly. The
house was an old frame dwelling, and soon after
the roof had fallen, the walls collapsed, too. Mrs.
Ward gave a short scream, and the spell seemed
to be broken. The men began to move around and
talk quietly to each other. Their faces lost the
vacant stare, and one of the boys began to pour
a bucket of water down the gutter on the garage
roof.
Men talked to each other, not in the strident,
forceful tones of the line-fence conversations, but
quietly, slowly, with few words, as if each under
stood the other completely. The stock had been
turned out when it had looked as if the sparks
might catch on the other buildings, and no*
several men were rounding up the animals an
putting them back. Some of the others were
putting the jumbled heap of furniture, clothing,
and bedding in the garage. Buckets and axes an
sacks were put back, and after a word to Mr- W
Mrs. Ward people began to leave.

HIKA f°f

Paul was the last to realize that the fire was
over. It was the first one he had ever seen, and
his mind was still a little dazed by the shock of
the fear. He could hear Mrs. Ward's scream, he
could see the strange stare on the men's faces as
they watched the fire, he could see the roof falling.
His dad was talking to a small group of men
which dispersed as Paul came near.
"Just a minute, Paul."
The men went towards their cars, and Paul's
dad went over to the garage where the Wards
were looking at what had been saved.

FOR THE BEST FOOD FOR KENYON
NEAR KENYON TRY

THE HOTEL WEAVER
BUCYRUS, OHIO

Sister of two Kenyon men
Mother of a Kenyon man
Aunt of a Kenyon man
She knows what Kenyon Men like to eat
COME FOR SUNDAY DINNERS

"You can stay at our house to-night, Jim."
"Thanks, Lewis."
"Anything here that ought to be taken care
of?"

Complete Car Service
That Pleases

"No — I guess not."
"Might as well go then."
Yep — I guess so."
Paul looked closely at his dad. There hadn't
been a word about the fire, but Paul knew that
his dad understood, and he knew that he had said
exactly the right thing. A fire wasn't like a bad
crop, or a flood, or cholera in the pigs. A fire
destroyed all the things about a house, and they
couldn't ever be replaced. Talking about them
didn t help, and it would have made the Wards
feel worse than they did.
Paul got in back with the two kids, and Mr.
and Mrs. Ward got in with his dad. The stock
Vv'as in, and the garage doors were closed, and
they drove down the back road without ever look'ng back. Paul liked the Ward boys. They were
sleepy right now and quiet.
Tomorrow maybe we'll go fishin'."
Paul s dad talked to Mr. Ward about the wheat
and about whether the lightning flashes in the
south meant rain or whether they were just heat
flashes.
Paul was quiet the rest of the way home. As
"\fCraw^ *nt0 kec^^arc* b°ys be sa^'
y dad s the smartest and most gentlest man in
the world."
MARCH, 1941

Firestone Service
Store

115 W. High Street

Mt. Vernon

Phone 1280

THE
MANUFACTURING
PRINTERS
CO.
18 N. MAIN STREET
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO
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ART
(Continued from page 13)
I want to emphasize that I am not recom
mending that Mr. Lohman adopt this style, but
I am recommending that he take another look
at the work of some of his prominent contempo
raries in the Modern movement, such as Thomas
Benton, Charles Demuth, Charles Sheeier and
other good left wing painters. I believe Mr. Loh
man will be horrified to find a great many veins in
their leaves and that these details have often been
executed in water color, which he contends is in
capable of such treatment.
Painting is a language much closer akin to
poetry than to music, and we cannot dispense en
tirely with subject matter until a much better case
has been made for non-objective painting.
Norris Walton Rahming
Director, Art Department, Kenyon College

Kenyon College
Book Shop
FEATURING THIS MONTH:

ROBERT FROST
LOUIS BROMFIELD
PRIVATE PRESS WORKS
Enjoy our service

7 N. Main St.

Phone 195

GEM LAUNDRY
SINCE 1902
Gambier Representative Jim Hayes Grocery Called For
and Delivered For Your Convenience

Mt. Vernon

Albert EL Auskings

Dr. Russell I. Bender
Dentist
S. E. Cor. Main &. Gambier
ML Vernon, Ohio

Phone 4

After Leaving College
Why not make your first in
vestment in life insurance
property with The Mutual
Benefit Life Insurance Com
pany of Newark, New Jersey.
Consult

WALLACE H. KING
LIMA, OHIO

SPEND YOUR SPARE TIME
AT THE

VERNON BILLIARDS
REALLY ENJOY YOURSELF

HIKA:
BEER & WINES
8 Issues sent anywhere
in the world —

$2.00 per year

28

MYERS SUPPLY COMPANY
116 W. HIGH ST.

MT. VERNON

HIKA f"

Introducing

The

Tailor Made Clothes
by

% Car For

CAPPS & RUDOFKERS
/

3

% Kenyon

"i

% Men

7 /

j&ig

STUDEBAKER

ft

CHAMPION
SALES

v '

%

i

SERVICE

C. P. BRINDLE, Mgr.

THE BEST IN LATEST SUIT FASHIONS

106 W. Gambier Street

SPORTS WEAR — SPRING ACCESSORIES
WHITE BUCK SHOES

OFFICE PHONE
1394

also

SHOP PHONE

KENYON COLLEGE SHOP

218

Quid

3

ienl

READY TO COOK

#T%

far

p

lit
/

CE

READY TO
kSERVE

/'

M-IS

NO MUSS

*

GREEN PEAS

GARDEN
H

M - II

NO BOTHER

Stl-MISI Flllll

NO WASTE

The Fresh Flavor of High Quality
Foods Kept Fresh For You
By Quick Freezing
CELLOPHANE PRINTED BY SHELLMAR

BUY BOOTH QUICK FROZEN FOODS
AT YOUR LOCAL GROCER

Jewell Ice Cream & Milk Co.
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OUR OWN PATSY GARRETT
out in front with Chesterfields
and Fred Waring's Pennsylvanians
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Copyright 19-11. LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO.

... for Chesterfields are made for smokers like
yourself, with the three important things you want in a
cigarette...MILDNESS.
BETTER TASTE and COOLER SMOKING.
u
Chesterfield's right combination of the world's best cigarettc tobaccos has so many things a smoker likes...that
Chesterfield is just naturally called the smoker s cigarette*

